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‘A ND after, there was this much that
Slitm could not take awny from her:
she liad acted in the full balief that the

2 o'clock tryst in the library between
H#lim and Glorin had been bona fide

ot both sides—and if she had not origi-

nated this plan and carried it out the
Harrisons nnd Kenneth would not now
be free of an unfortunate relationship.
Bo much wns real and unsubtractable
—and therefors, since everything had
grown out of this, was this not in con-
pequence almost everything? * * *

Bhe thought frequently of Keuneth.
Wan he, out there in the solitude of the
Waest, whers he hed gone to coucesl
his hart, recovering from his leart-
break and disillusionment? She hoped
w0, for lis was deserving of a far ﬂnel;

] than Gloria—of the very finest girl!

he wondered what was happening to
him, and :wl.thln him, away out there,
all alone.

Alnolt’l:e June days passed her hu-
millation lost its first keen edge, and
sho nceapted matters as they were witls
a growing composure. The duys wore
much allke, given over to bathing, go-
’;ﬁi to teas, motoring about, or merely

ot chats with Mrs, Harrison; and
of evenings there was frequent dancing
in neighboring houses. ~With this
pleasant summer routine she developed
rapidly.

or unchanging appearance of mod-
esty made Mrs, Harrison believe hor
uaspoilable, so the Etmrouu elder wom-
an never withheld her praise. One af-
ternoon, when Jennie had been nt Bil-
wer Bluffs over a month, and she and
Mrs. Harrison wers standing upon the
iazza gozing out at the blasing sound,

s, E!uninon impulsively crossed to
Jennia and kissed her.

“What's the matter?" asked Jennie.

o eouldn't help it—I just got to

king at you."'
bo"!.n‘oktu at me?"

“Yes. And I was saying fo my-
sell,” the low-pitched voice wenbt on:
“fhs was beautiful when she first cume
to ue, but she ix growing more beauti-
ful every day. ‘{ud that is true, my

J‘:'nnte grew warm with an uprush
of exultant happiness. ‘This was n
wonderful world she had come into—a
wonderful world indeed! And, just
then her nearing place in this world
gpomed ns glorious as the sunset that
W heapnriling the waters—only for |
her the glory was the glory of sun- |
rise, and the dazzling brilliance of full

was yet to coma, |

ut even while they stood there,
Jennie's other world reached out to
ber a beckoning hand,

The 01d World and the New

B beckoning hand took the form

of a telegram carried out to her
by o mald. The message bore the sig-
pature of the lawyers who managed her
affairs, and its ten words, to any other
eyes than Jennie's, would have meant
nothing more than that her lawyers re-
quired her presence that evening upon a
matter of immedinte business. But the
telegram was a code, prearranged for
use in case of extreme necessity, To
Jennio the routine telegram meant that
}Jnc]e George wished to see her without

aluy.

Sho showed the message to Mra, Flar-
rison, and two hours later she was in
the litt:ln;-room of a suite in that great
hotel-city, the Biltmere, in whoxe mul-
titudinous buatle persons could come
and unnoticed, and she was shoking
the hand of Unele George.

nle!'" exclaimed the old man. 'You
sure are looking the real goods—better
even that I ever thought you would [

Despite his words of admiration and
approval, there was a soberness in his
wrinkled face that would have excited
Jennie's alarm even had the telegram
not already done so.

“What's the mutter, Uncle George?''
she demanded,

“It's bad news, my dear'’—patting
her hand—*‘but take it easy. It's what
happens to us all, and I guess some
duf it'll be my turn,"

‘Is {t-—something—about dud?"’ she
breathed,

He shook his head. ‘‘It's about your
Aunt Mary., She died lnst night.'’

“Aunt Mary—dead!" Jennie stood

ed ; never before had death touched
her closely,

“‘Her funerul’s tomorrow morulog at
eleven. Black Jerry asked me to see
you and tell you. He was afraid yon
might learn of it some other® way, and
he was afraid you might be Impulsive
and forgot everything elss and come
rushing down to the funernl where
there may be a buneh of people. That's
why Jerry asked me to see you; that's
what Jerry gave strict orders about—
you are nol to come to the funeral."

‘Aunt Mary—dead!"" she repested.

“You'll do like Jerry said and not
come to the funeral?'’ the old man in-

“I'll not come—if dad says £0,"" she
rned

But back at Silver Bluffs she kept to
herself, and most of that night sbe lny
awake, Her mind went back and went
over und over all the acts of unselfish
kindness, of constant thoughtfulnens, of |
her patient Aunt Mary who had)
mothered her through oigh a dozen
years—and she could ses the white,
worn face, the frail figure, now Iving
rigid in eternal silence in the little|
sitting-room above the Pekin, She r!-|
called her own impatienes, her selfigh- |
ness, the advantsge she w0 often had|
taken of her none-too-clever aunt. ot |
tearn trickled down her cheeks; her!
soul throbbed with a quivering pain that
was a sense of loss, of yearning, tI:M[
was the nall of blood to blood, And o)
itrwas during most of the night. |

The next morning she bad made a}
decision. Bhe was going to slip back rurJ

|
|

" gl!mpu of her own people. 8he had
to l~=no matter what happened,

And her plan for securing this glimpee
was based upon her remembrance that,
however largely attended a funeral in

n single carringe followed the hearse l-u|

pized the city's dead.

She dressed hermelf in a dark, unpro-
tontious suit, snd told Mrs, Harrison
that she wae obliged to go into New
York for a further conference with her
lawyers, At half-past ten, in a big
department store, she was buying the
thickest mourning vefl, and a few min-
utes latar, the veil on and lowered, at
another doorway from the one at which
she had entered, she chartered a taxi
and stepped in. The car utogped ns or-
dered a block away from, but in full
sight of, the Pekin; and. the curtains
drawn, Jennfe sat peering at the front
of her old home. Hor heart beat wild-
ly; she was back once more among her
old folk, In her old country. It all
snemed 5o close to her—yet 8o far, far
away !

Jennlo hiad caleulated titne and pro-
ecedure alimost exactly. Her taxi had
been waitiug at the curb only a few
minutes when she saw solemn, strag-
gling little groups come ont of the door-
wiy—and then she saw the coffin berne
out and pluced in the motor-hearse—
and then she saw Lor father come out
and, refusing the company of Unele
George, enter a solitary taxicab, Pur-
sunnt to her directions her own car
followed this cortege of a hearse nnd o
gingle carringe at n block’s distance—
uptown through Esst Side streets—
neross the high-swung Queensborough
bridge—and then at thirty miles oo
hour (for New York motor-heurses must
earn their keep and so have no time to
waste) over Long Island macadam, Ar-
rived at the graveyard and the open
grave, the motor-hearse quickly dis-
charged its black freight and then sped
away on its next errand of expressnge.

Jennie, glancing about, saw a score
or more of little groups scattered among
the slabs of marble, She had the sense
that hera the burying of the dead was
fust o great businesa—so many funerals
to be disposed of per hour; that the
graveyard was just n great freightage
recaiving office, where human beings
were transshipped from the present to
whatever points might Ue bevond.

With so much ronutine business going
on, only the day's-work attention was
wiven to this lagt scene in the mortal
Arama of Mary Graham, spinster, As
snon as Jennie was eertnin that no one
was beside her aunt's grave except a
swiftly working stage crew and her
father, she slipped from her taxi to the
edge of the grave. Bhe saw her father
glance at her, and she wus quite certain
he recognized her despite the disguise of
the beavy weil. But he gave no sign,
und turned buck to the gruve. Thus,
silent, wide by xide, they stood watching
the moist, yellow clay pour from deft
whovels down upon the dead: Rluck
Jorry, his derby phlled down tightly,
his square face set and emotionlogs—nand
Jennie, behind her vell, erying all the
while; apd thus they remained, apart.
unspeaking, until the workmen  had
elapped the earth into n shapely mound,
and had swung along to their mnext
task,

Black Jerry turned abruptly away
toward liis taxicab. Rilently Jennie
dJinped n hand through his wrm, and
walked beside him. Iven then he gave
un sign of recognizing her presence, Ar-
rived at ler taxi, she whispered,
“You're coming with me.'”" He hosi-
tated, then, settling with the chauffeur
of his own texi, he stepped into Jen-
nie's car.

Her fingera clutched his big hand
t[ght‘iiy and she drew up her heavy vell ;
but despite the privacy ho sat ganing
straight ahead, his heavy jaw clenched
1is eyoes hardly winking.,  Jenule was
suddenly bereft of the power to open
conversation; the old habit of ehild-
hood returned to her, not to speak to

er reticent father until he had first
spoken,

It seemed to Jennie that they had
gone miles before he lovked ut her.
Aund then his wvoiee wus abrupt and
gruff.

“You shouldn't have ecome Nere,
Jennie. You shouldn’t have took such
a risk."

(CONTINUER TOMORROW)

DREAMLAND ADVENTURES

By DADDY
“THE CHRISTMAS TREASURE”

Peggy, Billy and Judge Owl are
fuLn gur the rabbita to the Unders
pround Clty, where the rablits offor
them a buriad chest pf ailver and gold,
Peggy rejects the offer, saying that
the ohest must belonp to some one,
and Father Rabbit then tells its
story.)

The Secret of the Gold

FATHEB RABBIT wagged hls cars
wisely ns he sat down to tell Peggy,
Billy, Judge Owl and the Rabbit fam-

ily the story of the hidden treasure.
“Opees upon & midoight dreary when
I was out seeking my supper I came
upon two rough-looking men creeping
toward the house where the Patchy-
patch family now lives, At lhil[t time
& was

y-patch, whom you saw on your

wl; here, und hie was & miser. e loved | the
id and

silyer above all else and had

ven bis family away from him.
““As the rough-looking men ecrept
toward the house I heard them plottin
to rob the miser. Helog young an!

curious I followed them.

‘The doors and windows were locked
fast, This angered the men and they
to smash their way in, being
de ined to get the miser's gold.
was watehing them from around the
gorner of the house, when I saw the
cellar door slyly open and out came
the misar dragging his treasure chest—
ure.
ad given the robbers the slip,
and while they ra through the house
ing bim and the gold, bhe bore it to
the and there in the

tree,

n are until long
the diss

robbears had gone,

smoght an awful eold. He became very
Then his son and his son's fam-
bhis mesnness toward

him, They |k

I|rots for the game renson that you want

hidden gold because he hoped to got
well ; but when he knew hap:un n‘bgu:
to die hisn heart was touched by the
faitbful, tender care, given him by his
son and family, aud he tried to tell
them about the buried treasure. It wua |
too late. He died on Christmus Eve
;?d be took his secret to the grave with

m.
‘‘8o there is the gold and the Patchy-
ntch folke know nothing about {L
Lhey spent mll thelr money ecaring for
the old miser. When he died the farm
belonged to them, but for two seasons
the crops have been bad and now they
are very, very poor,'

Thus Father Rabbit fnished his
story. Peggy, who bad been listening
cagerly, spoke up quickly: **So that!
is why Harry and Mionie Patchy-pateh
thought Banta Cluus would not come
to them, But he will come, for we will
tell them about this hldden treasure
and l't. will be a Obristmas presest to

m.
“You'll tell them mothi of the
kind!'" declared Father Rabblt tartly,
“"They chase us away from their eab-
bages and carrots and they ave planning
to eat fried rabbit for Christmus.'
Peggy thau'fht & moment before she
answered. hen she spoke wsoftly:
‘“Perhiaps the Patchy-pateh folks chase
you sway from their cabbages and cuar-

the cabbages und carrots—because they
are hungry. Perhaps that is why they
ars planning on fried rabbit for Chrlst-
man, becausegghey nre poor and cannot
buy chicken or turkey. But if you

ve them the money that belongs to
them they can buy other food and muy |
leavg more cabbages nod carrots for |

& |

“That's wo!'" squeaked Father Rahb.
bit. . ‘I never thought of that hefore.
If they have plenty there will be plenty
eft for us. Come, children, 01l your
mouths with all the gold you can carry,
We are golug to give the Patchy-pateh
:-t.lﬂd.r'an the finest Christias they ever
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The Young Lady Across the Way | RIGHT BESIDE HIS OWN HOUSE DAD MAKES A REMARKABLE “FIND" OF
| CIGAR STORE COUPONS -ie .

"CAP" STUBBS—THE WATER WAS SPILLED

By Fontaine Fox

The young lady across the way
enys her futher always gives his
stockholders & squore deal, paying
their dividends right out of the
monéy they bought their stock with
it there don't happen to be any
enrnings,

— RIGHT HERE
ON THE PAVemn-r!

A BUNCH OF THE BiG
CERTIFICATES | ABOUT
w500 IN COUPONS !

WITH WHAT I'VE ALREADY
GoT IN THE BoX WE
CAN ALMOST DO Akk

OF OUR XMAS |

SHOPPING

By C. A. Voight
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5 DONT WoRRy Boss. L DIDTHEM THIS
| MORAIING TVE CLEANED UP YouRk
TrHose LETTERS § DESK AIICE — 1T

S A SIGHT!

THERE “TOU ARE  MISTER SMITHERS
B THERES A LIGHT, IS THERE AAYTHING
; = ELSE I CAN GET
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Boss, IF You e
GOT ANY EXTRA
WoORK IL. BE
GLAD To STAy

TOAIGHT,
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MORE BavS |

By Chas. McManus

WELL W,FE, | THINK

WELL MOVE To 4

MORE EXPENSIVE
APARTMENT

PAPA , THE LAND LORD S
IN THE PARLOR, WANTS

TO SEE YOUJ————-—-—-——

]

TALKIN AROUT THAT
EXPENSIVE APARTMENT WHERE?
I FOUND T S__ :[
j:r_,-._f'
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